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because it was the day of a half-empty house and a jaded audience at the theatre.
About ten o'clock the doorman's son knocked at Ger-maine's door and presented a card : Jacques Avoyer. The name conveyed nothing to the actress.
" Did you see this gentleman ? "
" Yes, he's downstairs."
" Is he somebody who has been here before ? Did your father seem to recognise him ? "
" No."
ef What does he look like ? "
cc Quite a gentleman. Very good manners."
ee Oh, all right. . . . Send him up."
A few moments later Germaine saw a man coming in who was about Gurau's age. He was rather thin, short-sighted, and bald, with the hair at the side of his head still very black. He was well dressed, but without distinction. Germaine had the impression that she had seen him at least once before. But this recollection was hazy so far as the circumstances were concerned. The only thing at all definite about it was the feeling which it evoked : one of slight boredom. The gentleman was probably one of those people to whom you hardly listen and who are not of much importance.
He was explaining himself:
" I don't know whether you remember me, mademoiselle. I am a boyhood friend of Gurau's. We were at school together at Tours. I had the pleasure of meeting you and Gurau one evening at the Cafe Cardinal."
" Oh yes, I remember now. Are you seeing the show ? "
" The show ? - Oh, in the audience ? No. I intended to, but I arrived rather late."
cc Would you like me to get a seat for you ? " c* Not to-night, thank you. It would be a pity to miss all the beginning.   Some otter evening."
Germaine asked herself:" What does he want with me ? ** By dint of jogging her memory a little, she recalled that evening at the Cafe* Cardinal; this bald, short-sighted man,